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Summary: Sargasso is falling. The Covenant have almost pushed the 
UNSC off the planet. With all the human forces scattered or 
retreating, the day is lost. Yet one last lone ODST is sent in to 
evacuate a stranded squad and a Spartan before it's too late. The 
battle of Sargasso is just starting for Lieutenant Dirk Fisk. . . 

(Set before Halo: Reach. Unfortunately on hiatus.) 


1 . Prologue 

Disclaimer; I do not own any official Halo material. Characters, 
plots, etc., that are products of my imagination, I do own. 

The two men stared at each other from across the table. 

The conference room was dark and covered most of the first man's 
face. His only visible feature was his mouth, which was twisted into 
a frown at the second man. ONI spooks never seemed to be happy. 

The second man's features were more distinguishable, as he was seated 
under a light. He was nervous and his left hand tapped an old cadence 
on leg. With his right he slid a manila folder across the table to 
the first, his brown eyes following it as he did so. 

The first man skimmed the contents, sighed then disposed of the 
folder in the trashcan placed under the table. The contents of said 
trashcan would be incinerated at the end of the day, leaving no trace 
of its contents. No one could say the man seated at the table was 
careless. Then he spoke. "No." 

"And why not?" The second replied, sounding tense. If he didn't get 
permission for this... 

"He's impulsive, insubordinate and reckless." Came the curt reply. 

"In addition, he is currently on probation. Find another 
soldier . " 



"Sir, with all due respect, he's perfect. He should be able to 
complete the objective. His impulsiveness, as you pointed out, has 
saved multiple lives already. And his insubordination was 
understandable in his ... situation . Besides, a squad would attract too 
much attention." 

"Even if that was the case, he's still detained. Why not a 
Spartan? " 

"So, we release him on the terms that he goes on the mission. And we 
can't use a Spartan for several reasons. First, the ones here are 
either deployed or dead. Second, again, the deployment of a Spartan 
would attract attention. Both allied and enemies. And third, the 
objective would ... complicate things." 

"And why would that be?" 

"The objective trusts marines or ODSTs more then a Spartan. Well, 
most of the objective any way. And while this mission is urgent, it's 
not necessarily high priority." 

"And what exactly is this objective...?" The first man asked. The 
folder had only covered the possible candidate, not the mission 
itself . 

"A stranded squad of ODSTs." The second paused, sliding another file 
across the table. It stopped perfectly in front of the other man, who 
grudgingly picked it up. "And a Spartan equipped with a 'dumb' 

AT . " 

The first began skimming the file. It didn't explain much, and soon 
joined it's predecessor in the trash. "If there's a Spartan, then why 
are they stranded? And why haven't they simply destroyed the AT? They 
should know that we can't risk it falling into the covenant's hands, 
they should have terminated the AT already." 

"We can't get a solid communicat ion to set up a rendezvous and 
they're in Covenant controlled territory. And, if possible, it's 
preferable to recover the AT. And this Spartan/AI duo 

are ... troublesome . They won't eliminate the AT willingly unless it's 
the only option. So, we send in the ODST to deliver coordinates, date 
and time for an E-VAC. If they miss it or the Covenant gets 
suspicious they will destroy the AT and they're on their own." Second 
finished. "Sir, it's a win-win. If they get back, we get the CDSTs, 
the Spartan and the AT back. If they fail and die, we just lose 
already lost soldiers and, as you put it, an impulsive, insubordinate 
and reckless CDST." 

First released another long sigh. "That's all well and good but are 
you certain he's the best choice?" 

"Without a doubt." Second lied. He knew it might be better to use a 
different CDST or a marine but this particular CDST deserved a 
break . 

"I have some doubts on him." First grumbled. "How about you lay them 
to rest? Why is he better suited, besides his expandability, than 
another soldier?" 


"He has proven competent in the field and he worked well with his 



first squad, the insubordination problem only arose when he was 
transferred to the 32nd shock troops, self designated the 
Wolverines." Second said the team's name with slight disdain. Not 
being a fan of the ruthless tactics implied by the squad. While 
violence occurs in war, that ODST squad seemed to revel in it. "And I 
can personally vouch for his combat skills. I personally oversaw most 
of his training." 

"Playing favorites. Captain?" The first asked. 

"Not at all, sir. It was just a statement of fact, sir." Second 
answered, sitting up a little straighten in his chair. "He's a master 
with a sidearm and can handle a DMR or assault rifle as well. He 
could use improvement with a sniper though." 

"According to his file, he knew his way around a knife." First 
muttered . 

"Yes, sir. He was one of the best recruits I've seen." 

"Very well." The first man nodded his approval as the second man got 
up and headed for the door. The first man stopped him as he did so 
though. "And captain, I'm trusting you on this. Don't let me 
down . " 

*Author's Note; Well, there's the prologue! It's shorter than the 
rest of the story will be, mainly because it's just a teaser for the 
actual main character will be introduced next, then the rest of the 
cast will trickle in as the story progresses. Also, this story will 
be updated on a pretty random basis, seeing as it's my second ongoing 
story. If at any point you want to suggest something (I've got a 
rough, rough story outline but I'll be happy to hear suggestions for 
it) , find a mistake or anything else, feel free to send me a PM or 
leave a review. And thanks to my Betas, Legend's Fighter and the 
other anonymous one. Thanks for reading and prepare to drop! 


2. Chapter 1 When Life Gives You Lemons 

Disclaimer; I do not own any official Halo material. Characters, 
plots, etc., that are products of my imagination, I do own. 

Chapter l;When Life Gives You Lemons 

Dirk Fisk was bored out of his mind. Sure, military arrest wasn't 
supposed to be fun or exciting but he didn't even have a roommate to 
talk to. He spent most of his time bouncing a rubber ball against his 
cell wall, the ball had a smiley face drawn onto that Dirk thought 
gave it character ... or maybe he had finally just gone crazy. So he 
just kept whistling until another inmate yelled at him to stop, or 
training when they let him out of his cell. 

And the worst part was that he wasn't getting out anytime soon. Heck, 
he shouldn't even be in here. If his commander on THAT mission hadn't 
been a complete and utter idiot, he wouldn't have disobeyed 
orders . 

And then he wouldn't be here. 


Dirk resumed the repetitive bouncing of Smiley until he had 



accomplished a steady rhythm. Hit the wall, bounce off the floor, 
catch, and throw. Hit the wall, bounce off the floor, catch, and 
throw. Repeat till you can't feel your hand. And then keep 
going . 

His cell door opening interrupted his invigorating pastime. Dirk 
frowned. It wasn't mealtime yet or his scheduled training session. So 
what was it? 

"Hey, Blondie. It's your lucky day." The guard responsible for the 
opening of his door said. "You've got an important visitor." 

Dirk quirked an eyebrow, _a visitor well, there's a first time for 
everything, _ he mused. "Really? Who? And stop calling me Blondie. I 
have a name, and it's even stenciled onto my uniform so you can check 
it. Or can you not read yet?" 

"Sure thing, Blondie" the guard said grumpily, not taking kindly to 
being called illiterate. "And he's some captain. Says he's here on 
ONI business . " 

Five minutes later, Dirk was in a conference room with an old friend. 
Well, hopefully he was still a friend. 

"Captain Steiks." Dirk said taking a seat across from the grey-haired 
captain . 

The captain looked up from his file and smiled, revealing deep 
wrinkles. "Dirk! Sorry for not visiting. ONI doesn't approve of any 
visits to 'insubordinate soldiers'." 

As happy as Dirk was to see the man who acted as a father figure, 
albeit a stern one, throughout ODST all of his training, ONI business 
was a bad sign. And he really hoped the naval office wouldn't ruin 
their reunion. "What's ONI got to do with me? And why are you allowed 
to visit me now? Not that I'm complaining." 

Steiks sighed and his brown eyed seemed to lose some of there usual 
sparkle and he sighed. "Unfortunately, I'm here on business." Steiks 
motioned to his folder. "As we both know, you're here for disobeying 
direct orders from a superior officer." Dirk clenched his fists, 
snorted and was about to speak up but Steiks stopped him. Lowering 
his voice he continued. 

"Frankly, I agree with your decision completely and that particular 
officer should be here, not you. What happened was a complete load of 
crap. But, I don't make the rules. On a brighter note, I've got you 
some good news." Steiks suddenly looked like a kid on Christmas Day, 
brightening up again. "A deal, a good one, even if it does come from 
ONI spooks. If you agree, you'll be released and your record will be 
wiped . " 

"What's the catch. Cap?" Dirk asked warily. 

"Well, here's the deal. There's a squad of stranded ODSTs and a 
Spartan." Steik explained. "They're stranded without support, 
communicat ions and are probably running low on supplies. And the 
Spartan has an AI . In Covenant territory." 

"And this has to do with me how...?" Dirk understood the implications 



and it wasn't good but he didn't understand why they didn't just send 
in a whole strike force. 


"We, the UNSC, would prefer to recover the AI and stranded groups 
without having to destroy the AI . But we can't send in a squad to 
recover them because it'd attract too much attention and most likely 
everyone involved would be killed or captured. And they aren't any 
Spartans nearby for convenient dispatch. Besides, ONI would probably 
consider a Spartan a waste of resources. And no Pelicans because we 
don't know there location. Are you getting it?" 

Dirk nodded. "Mostly. You need someone stupid or desperate enough to 
drop into enemy territory and find them. And by some miracle said 
person does, deliver them to a rendezvous. But why me?" 

The captain cringed slightly. "Because ONI considers you 
'expendable'. And they knew you'd be desperate enough to agree to 

it . " 

"While that's all true, why would they choose me? They're are other 
ODSTs who could do it better than me and be completely willing. And I 

doubt ONI," Dirk spat out the organizations name. They might be on 

they're side but that didn't mean Dirk had to like, or even trust, 

them. After all, they had kept the SPARTAN II project secret until it 

was convenient for them to reveal it, and that certainly didn't earn 
them point's in this particular ODST ' s book. "They wouldn't mind 
losing an ODST or two. So why me?" 

"I might have had a hand in that part. I convinced them that you were 
the best bet." Steiks admitted. "And I really think that you can do 
it or else I wouldn't be here. " 

"And if I succeed I'm cleared? And I get back into the field?" Dirk 
could hardly believe it. "What's the catch?" 

"None. If you agree, you get geared up, I give you the time and place 
for the e-vac and then you drop. It will be a hard mission if you 
chooses to accept but I really think it's your best choice, " Steiks 
said. "If you don't agree, you go back to your cozy little cell and 
wait out your sentence." 

"We both know I'll agree." Dirk stated. "When do I get to leave this 
dump ? " 

"If we're agreed, now." The captain said, putting out his hand. Dirk 
shook it. He knew ONI would have some hidden catch but if he got to 
leave this stupid prison, it was worth it. "Welcome back to the 
Jumpers, Lieutenant Fisk." 

'_The captain might pose a problem_, ' The ONI spook to himself 
watching Steik's retreating form and tapping his black pen on the 
table. '_He's too curious and the ODST he chose . . ._' 

Suddenly the spook's lit up and his AI spoke began to speak. "Sir, an 
urgent message from ASGARD base. Doctor Duln is insisting it's 
urgent . " 

"Patch him through then. Smith." The spook said, leaning back and 
glaring at the PDA. 



The AI complied and a second later the AI was replaced by another man 
in a lab coat and a grim expression. "Have you sent somebody yet? I'm 
close to the end but the Covenant are knocking on my metaphorical 
doorstep ! " 

"I expect you to address me as Sir, Doctor." The spook said frowning 
at the hologram. "And yes, someone has. An ODST named Leutinant Dirk 
Fisk. Captain Steiks is briefing him this very moment. And I slipped 
the extra objective into Fisk's PDA without peaking the captains 
interest. So don't worry." 

"I don't have TIME for stinkin' manners and politeness!" the 
scientist replied, obviously ticked. "I'm not sure how long ASGARD 
base can survive. Just get help here or that loose AI is going to be 
the least of the UNSC's worries." 

"Dully noted then, Duln. Fireteam Phoenix, the ODST and the Spartan 
should be there within a few days, if all goes according to plan. Now 
if you'll excuse me, I have other matters to attend to." The spook 
said icily and before the scientist could argue, hung up. He then 
began flipping through other files; ASGARD bases peril already the 
last thing on his mind. 

Author's Note; So it begins. Sorry for such a ridiculously late 
update and thanks for reading and extra special thanks to my to 
Betas. Also, I have a poll concerning this story on my profile, if 
anyone wants to check it out. Finally, I am still taking story 
suggestions. Until next time, Baldore. 


3. Chapter 2 The Fury of Reach 

Disclaimer; I do not own any official Halo material. Characters, 
plots, etc., that are products of my imagination, I do own. 

Chapter 2; The _Fury of Reach_ 

The saying goes that prison changes a man. While that could be true 
for some, the three months in the small military prison onboard the 
_UNSC Fury of Reach_ didn't change Dirk a bit. Or at least, that's 
what Steiks told him. 

Surprisingly, the prison had let Dirk go without a fuss. Though he 
suspected the fact that ONI was involved had a little something to do 
with it. Even so, within an hour of the reunion and meeting with 
Captain Steiks, Dirk was in the armory. 

"I don't suppose the UNSC kept my custom armor in tact, did they?" 
Dirk asked hopefully, cracking his neck with anticipation at the 
prospect of an upcoming mission. 

"You called that breach of who knows how many regulations 'custom'?" 
Steiks wondered aloud, motioning to a nearby technician and 
exchanging a few words with him before turning to Dirk once more. 

"I'm surprised they didn't commander it before." 

Dirk sighed. "Ah, well. It was too much to hope for-" 

"And I'm even more surprised it's STILL intact." Steiks finished, 
before pointing out an armor set being set up by a technician. "I had 



to pull a few strings but its still just like you left it." 

Dirk walked over to his armor, resting his hand on the helmet. The 
suit had been Dirk's pride and joy since he joined the ODST and he 
had added several modifications to it over the course of missions and 
downtime. It had been experimental when he first got it and had 
stronger armor that was similar to a Spartan's but weaker and lighter 
so a normal person could wear it. The plan had been to put them into 
mass production but hadn't proven cost effective enough, leaving only 
Dirk and various other Heck jumpers with the special variant. But Dirk 
had tweaked and changed it so much that it was hardly regulation 
now . 

The helmet still had the classic ODST shape with jet black paint 
scheme but also sported a deep red visor, instead of the normal 
silver or blue. Dirk had also added some attachments to the helmet, 
floodlights on one side and extra armor plating on the other with the 
ODST symbol right above the visor. The helmet final 'custom' 
attachments was a Breathalyzer and some orange paint that had been 
added in stripe and two stars shaped like asterisks above the 
visor . 

The rest of the armor sported the same orange paint that popped out 
against the black base. The normal ODST chest plate had been removed 
and in its place laid a smaller version of it with extra ammo packets 
and clips attached throughout. There was also a large combat knife 
strapped to his right shoulder plate for easy and quick access to it 
in the field. You never know when a knife will save your life and it 
had certainly saved Dirk's on numerous occasions. Sometimes, it just 
gets up close and personal and a weapon is a good thing to have when 
that happens . 

Neither of his shoulder plates were regulation either, the left one 
was the standard but had been painted neon orange and red while the 
other was larger and came down all the way to his elbow, similar to 
the sniper variant but longer. The gauntlets weren't tampered with, 
unless you counted the several bullets strapped to the right 
one . 

"Stop gawking at it and suit up. You've seen it before and it hasn't 
been messed with. If you hurry up. I'll give you the details on the 
way to the pod." Steiks commented dryly. 

Dirk did as he was told and quickly put his armor on. He soon was 
suited up and stashed some spare ammo into various pouches and 
grabbed his helmet briefly staring into the visor, the deep blue 
reflecting the ODST ' s features that stared back at him. 

His blonde hair was as unkempt as usual, sticking out at odd angles 
closely resembling someone who just got out of bed and his green eyes 
held a certain adventurous spark to them. His nose was slightly 
skewed from when it had been broken and hadn't quite healed right. 
From force of habit, Dirk ran his hand over two parallel scars that 
ran from under his left eye to his right, memories of the shrapnel 
that caused them still fresh. 

He began to put the helmet on but voted against it, instead holding 
it under the crook of his arm. "Captain Steiks?" 


"Hmmm? " 



"Should I get some weapons from the armory?" Dirk asked. "Or will 
there be some in the Pod?" 

"No worries. There will be weapons already loaded." Steiks reassured 
him with a small grin. "You still favor a DMR with a magnum sidearm 
right ? " 

"Does the magnum have the attachable silencer?" Dirk was impressed 
that the captain remembered. "And it's the auto mag 
version? " 

"Uh-huh." Steiks confirmed. "And why not just use B55 for a primary 
like the other ODST? It's still silenced, you know." 

Dirk shook his head. "I like the magnum. Small but powerful, if you 
can use it, which I can. Besides, if I was like all the other ODSTs, 

I wouldn't be going on this mission." 

"TouchA©." Steiks conceded. "Now that you're suited up, here's your 
debriefing. Pay attention because I'm not repeating it. As you know, 
the Fury of Reach is currently in orbit above the planet of Sargasso, 
with the UNSC currently fighting off Covenant invasion forces on the 
planet. Fighting a losing battle, as you also know. We deployed what 
forces we could, both from the _Fury of Reach_, _Two for Flinching_ 
and the _Ready or Not_, the other two orbiting UNSC frigates above 
the planet. _The Deathless_ was also in orbit but had to retreat 
after taking heavy damages. Anyway, the forces deployed included 
marines, all but two Spartan Ills aboard and several ODST squads but 
some were kept onboard in case the Covenant decide on a space 
assault." The Captain motioned out the window to several enemy 
vessels, that were just orbiting menacingly. It was odd to see the 
Covenant vessels without guns blazing, like they were waiting for 
something. "We held out as best we could so far but we're losing 
ground and fast. Effectively, we're just buying EVAC time 
now . " 

"Unfortunately, when the Covies took the city of New Atlantis, an 
ODST squad and a Spartan stayed behind to buy extra time for the 
evacuation. They saved a lot of lives when they did so. But when we 
had assume the squad had been killed in action and that was that. Up 
until recently when we got a clipped transmission that proved 
otherwise from a member of the squad asking for help. They had also 
recently spotted a Spartan III but hadn't made contact. Which brings 
us to you, Dirk . " 

"Your mission is to drop into New Atlantis, find any survivors and 
E-VAC them. Once you've found everybody, military, civilians, 
whoever, meet up at these co-ordinates." Sticks tossed Dirk a small 
data pad and the door to the HEV pod hanger, leading the ODST towards 
one of the pods that was already prepped. "And get the heck outta 
there. Do it quickly, you only have one window to make it and we 
don't know when the Covies will start glassing. So if you miss that 
window, you're on your own. No reinforcements, no E-VAC, nothing. Any 
question. Lieutenant?" 

"So who exactly do I know that am I rescuing?" Dirk already made it 
to his drop pod and slid on his helmet. 


"The ODST fire-team 324, self dubbed Phoenix, and Spartan K-249. I 



don't have time to brief you any more in depth though now. Anything 
else?" 

Dirk started to answer but whatever his question was got lost as the 
ship was rocked from a series of explosions. Several nearby 
technicians and even an ODST checking his weapons were thrown to the 
ground . 

"What was that?" Steiks yelled, quickly talking into his corn-link, 
trying to keep his footing as the ship shifted 
violently . 

"Wonderful." Dirk muttered, stepping into his drop pod, shaking from 
the rapid movement. It felt good to get back into the death trap 
again. Even if he knew that the thing was just as likely to kill him, 
as it was to land on target. One in Six odds of landing on target 
weren't the most reassuring statistics. Which caused him to run a few 
more diagnostic checks, making sure all of the warning lights cleared 
green. He gave a thumb up to operator and the pod began to move 
closer to the exit point. A lone technician running the operation 
yelled, "ODST in the pod!" 

"Just one last thing. Lieutenant. ONI is pulling strings again and 
I'm not sure what else they're planning. Keep an eye out for their 
hidden agenda. It's not necessarily bad but just stay on alert." 
Steiks warned ominously before saluting frantically to his old 
student as the hatch closed with a pneumatic his. "How do we 
drop? ! " 

Dirk returned the salute through the pod's clear glass window and 
grinned. "Feet first, sir!" 

Then the pod was streaking towards the planet below, leaving the ODST 
one last view of the _Fury of Reach_ as she was bombarded by the 
Covenant . 

*Author's Note; Okay, I'll try to keep this one brief. Thanks for 
reading and I want to give extra thanks to those who have reviewed, 
favorite, followed, beta-d or given me encouragement. And to those 
who voted in the poll, which I'll leave open until next update. Next, 
I'd just like to say that while a lot of things in here are of my own 
creation (The Fury of Reach, Fire-team Phoenix, Spartan K-249, Dirk 
Fisk and Captain Steiks, etc.) a lot of this is canon material that 
was never elaborated on that I decided to include and give it a 
little more depth (Sargasso, _Two for Flinching_, _Ready or Not_, 
etc) . So much for a short note, sorry. Until next update! 


4. Chapter 3 New Atlantis 

_Disclaimer_; I do not own any official Halo material. Characters, 
plots, etc., that are products of my imagination, I do own. 

Chapter 3; New Atlantis 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Dirk had all but forgotten the thrill of the drop. With no drops 
for several months, being suited up and plummeting towards a planet 
took his breath away. Then again, that might just be the safety 



straps constricting his breathing. It was like he was a recruit 
again . <p> 


And the ODST in him loved every second of it. 

There was nothing elegant about dropping. And why would there be? ONI 
had designed the drop pods to be supremely efficient delivery 
systems. Style, elegance and comfort were ignored. But they were 
mostly effective, with only occasional. . .errors. 'Errors' meaning 
people dying. Normally in rather unpleasant ways too. But Dirk 
thought that all of this just added to the thrill. _' After all, if 
you don't live life on the edge what's the point in living at all?_' 
He thought happily. 

In addition to the sheer thrill of hurtling uncontrollably towards a 
hostile planet's surface with zero control, there was another thing 
that any sane ODST (Though it was debatable if any of them were sane) 
loved. The view. The view during the plunge was gorgeous. 
Breathtaking. Indescribable. And never the same thing twice. Each 
planet had it's own swirl of colors to gawk at, each planet had it's 
own beauty to it. Whether it was swirling clouds, lights of distant 
sprawling metropolises or huge green expanses of grassy 
continents . 

Sargasso's beauty was the water. A good portion of the planet was 
made out of good ol ' H20 that created majestic blues over the surface 
of the planet. Dirk hadn't ever seen a sight like it, the sight took 
his breath away 

Suddenly the pod's internal temperatures spiked and flames careened 
up the pod like the hand of a vengeful giant signaling that Dirk had 
entered Sargasso's atmosphere. Eor a Jumper, entering the atmosphere 
signaled the short time span until the brutal impact of hitting the 
ground. And the pod become a little baking oven due to the flames all 
but consuming it. Luckily for it's occupant, Dirk remembered his 
training and quickly relaxed his body to reduce the force of the 
blasting impact of when he'd collide with massive force into the 
ground . 

Even so, the collision still jarred Dirk to the bone from the brute 
force of it. He quickly gathered himself, checked himself for 
injuries and got his bearings. Then he drew his magnum, his DMR and 
other supplies were in a separate external compartment, and kicked 
out the pod door, adrenaline pumping and ready to put some lead into 
Covie skulls. 

Eor Dirk's first drop ever, there weren't any Covenant forces waiting 
for him. No Jackals, no Brutes, no Elites. Heck, he didn't even see a 
grunt screaming nonsense about ' imps ' . The only evidence of any thing 
out of place was a few broken weapons scattered about. Not that Dirk 
was complaining out about not being shot at. 

Holstering his Magnum, the lieutenant stared at the city he dropped 
near and would soon enter. New Atlantis was a sprawling metropolis. 
While it never had reached the size of cities like New Mombassa on 
Reach or New York on Earth, it was still huge. Massive skyscrapers 
towered a above the surrounding area, acting as a testimony to human 
pride and engineering. 

'_0r hubris, _' Dirk mused. 



with one more paranoid glance around, Dirk popped off the external 
weapons compartment and looked inside. Inside lay a DMR, some 
grenades and assorted explosives. The DMR was quickly magnetized to 
his back and the grenades and explosives found their way into various 
ammo pouches. 

Well, almost all of the explosives. The last one found itself 
attached to the drop pod with the detonator in Dirk's hand. Which he 
pressed once he was at a safe distance. The blond ODST cringed as he 
did so. While he knew the pod couldn't be used again and it was safer 
to destroy evidence of his arrival. But it felt wrong, like killing 
an injured horse that had just carried him across the desert. 

Or maybe I'm just to sentimental. Dirk thought as he polarized his 
visor and started the trek towards New Atlantis. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>New London was filled with Covenant. Dirk's original assumption 
that they had left the planet for the glassing was wrong. Dead wrong. 
<em>'Well, I guess that's what happens when you base your assumptions 
before you even get there, <em>' Dirk thought to himself. 

The ODST was glad he had taken some random tunnel into the city 
instead of the main roads. Had he not, he'd have been shot down by 
Covenant snipers faster than you could say 'Spartan'. Who ever said 
paranoia doesn't pay off? But the Covenant crawling all over the city 
would definitely slow down Dirk's search. After all, they DID control 
the planet, so it wasn't surprising. 

Dirk peeked out of the old store that was serving as his hiding 
place. A Wraith was gliding silently past on the street outside, 
dangerously close. A squad of Jackals, Grunts and Elites were 
following it closely, presumably guarding it. When one Jackal glanced 
towards the ODST, Dirk quickly ducked back inside, letting out a 
breath he didn't realize he was holding. It seemed he'd be hiding out 
here for a while. 

Well, time to see what the low-down on this mission is, the Jumper 
thought, taking his bucket off for some fresh air before pulling out 
Steik's data pad. He switched it on, still slightly surprised it 
survived the drop. ONI made stuff to last, apparently. As the device 
powered on, the UNSC emblem appeared on the screen before being 
replaced by several options available for selection. 

-Mission Priorates/Evacuation 

>-76th Shock Battalion Eire-team Phoenix. 

>-ASGARD base<br>-Covenant Intel 

Dirk frowned at the third option, ASGARD base sounded like an ONI 
base but he forced those misgivings to the back of his mind. Then he 
selected the one labeled 'Covenant Intel', since it seemed to be the 
most pressing of the choices. 

Unfortunately, it said just about nothing. The thing must have been 
written using information gained during the battles and evacuation 
and nothing any more recent. Sighing, Dirk went back to the main 
title screen and selected the first point. 



This one was slightly more informative. According to it, his first 
objective was to find and meet up with the members of fire team 
Phoenix and the Spartan. Nothing he didn't know there. But then it 
when on to say that, once he had done that, he was to head to ASGARD 
base for demolition on the way to the evac point. 

Dirk's brows knit together. Well, that's ONI for you, he mused. 
There's always a hidden objective. They just had to hide it. Which 
begged the question, why wouldn't they just include it and tell him? 
It's not like he would refuse and just skip it. He knew as well as 
every other person in the army to keep any Intel, especially ONI 
stuff, out of the covenants hands. Or to go leaking it. ONI had made 
it clear that if you leak Intel, you disappear. Permanently. So why 
slip it in after he had landed to find on the pad? What was ASGARD 
base? 

What did they stand to gain from it? 

These questions were pushed to the back of his mind once more, left 
to fester like an open wound until he could ponder them more. But 
until that time came, he might as well finish the rest of the 
mission. And that meant focusing on the Fire team and the Spartan. 

The lieutenant glowered as he went back to the evacuation 
information . 

Dirk scanned the information for what was important. For whatever 
reason, the report included a lot of extra junk. But he found what he 
was looking for. In four days time, a Pelican would arrive at the 
StarLight Tower hotel and will pick up any survivors. If the tower 
wasn't still standing at that time then a secondary point of the 
city's main park would be used. 

So, he had four days. That meant three days of trying to hunt down 
the Phoenixes and the Spartan then one day to make it to the tower. 

On the bad (worse? Dark?) side, that wasn't much time but then again, 
the UNSC didn't even control this side of the planet so Dirk was 
lucky to get an hour. But, on the bright side, the Tower would be 
extremely easy to locate. 

The StarLight Tower was New London's pride and joy. Looming over the 
city at a whopping 2,456 feet of steel and titanium, it was enormous. 
And that didn't include the huge radio tower tacked to the top. The 
tower was used for a multitude of things, ranging from office 
cubicles or even a small amusement park, depending on the level. Dirk 
assumed it'd still be standing until the glassing and even then he 
guessed there 'd still be some remains. 

As Dirk switched the data pad back to the menu, a sense foreboding 
took hold over him. Like an icy wave engulfing his senses. And Dirk 
hadn't survived this far by ignoring his instincts and/or paranoid 
suspicions. He grabbed his DMR from the nearby table, stashed the pad 
and went to the nearest window to take a peek. 

Suddenly the sound of an grenade explosion and returned fire rang out 
through the quiet streets, quickly followed by a second, louder 
explosion. The nearest Covenant squad froze, chattering in some alien 
language before running forwards the origin of the fight. 


Dirk made a quick decision to follow, since the duel explosions 
probably came from one of the stranded ODSTs. As he jogged, the blond 



flipped through some standard UNSC comm channels hoping open a path 
of communicat ion to the trooper. Sure enough, after few failed 
frequencies, he stumbled upon the right one. He could just barely 
make out someone's voice over the static. 

"-pinned down by the Sierra Bar on 12th street. I repeat, the this is 
Jason Reyes of Fire-team Phoenix and I'm pinned down, in need of back 
up!. Just get the crap over here and help! I won't last much longer!" 
An explosion was heard both over the comm and nearby Dirk, followed 
by Jason yelling. Holy-" 

The transmission ended abruptly, cutting off Jason's swear and was 
punctuated with more gunshots and the sound of a grenade going 
of f . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Author's Note; Thanks for reading everybody and sorry that I 
haven't updated in so long... also sorry for any more grammatical, 
punctuation or spelling errors in this chapter. I haven't been able 
to get a hold of my beta reader. So thanks for your guys' support and 
patience! Until next update, Baldore out ! <p> 


5. Chapter 4 Blastin' and Relaxin' 
Chapter 4; Blastin' and relaxin' 
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><p>Making his way to the Sierra Bar wasn't a hard task. Just follow 
the gunfire and road signs. The hard part was the Covenant that were 
roaming the streets with intent to kill. Apparently, they had assumed 
that their allies could take care of the 'human filth' themselves and 
simply kept up patrols. Which was a pain for Dirk who was trying to 
avoid a firefight but good in the long run.<p> 

But he still managed to make it after a detour through several alleys 
that ended at an old ramshackle building, were he took a quick 
reconnaissance of the situation. And it didn't look good. 

Reyes had taken up defensive position in the tiny bar, making the 
group of about twenty assorted Brutes and Grunts come through the 
front door before they'd get dropped by a shotgun blast. It was a 
good plan but there was no way he'd be able hold off the covenant 
swarm outside for much longer. Because judging from the body count 
outside, he'd probably be running low on ammo. And there was no way 
for Dirk to get in without risking getting shot by going through the 
front door. 

"Jason Reyes, this is Dirk Fisk of the UNSC, " Dirk said, flipping his 
radio back on as he lined up a shot. "I'm overlooking your position 
now, ready to give cover fire, on your mark. What's the plan? Come 
in, over . " 

"Then what the crap are you waiting for?! Plans are for pansy 
Marines! Just start killin' 'em!" Came the irritated response, 
emphasized by a grenade rolling out of the bar's door, killing some 
grunts who were to close. Their bodies scattered like confetti 
causing the rest to rapidly move retreat back from the door in fear. 



"Start killing 'em!" 


"Will do, Fisk out." The lieutenant said, chucking his own grenade 
and shouldering his DMR to begin firing into the enemies midst. A few 
bullets hit their targets causing chaos and most of the enemies to 
turn there fire at Dirk. 

He swore, not expecting such a rapid response and took cover behind a 
collapsed pillar after a a Spiker bolt flew past a little to close 
for comfort. Plasma and spikes flew over his head and pressed a 
little closer to his cover. 

The sound of someone rapidly firing their shotgun rang out and the 
covenant fire stopped, being redirected at Jason once more. Given a 
moment of relative calm, Dirk came out of cover and surveyed the 
battlefield once more, carefully aiming a lethal headshot to a Brute. 
Glancing around, Dirk smiled grimly at the scene. All of the Brutes 
were dead, most laid waste by shotgun blasts, and the remaining 
Grunts were fleeing, easily being dispatched by a few well placed DMR 
shots . 

With one look around to make sure there wasn't any more Covies 
around, Dirk came out of his cover and made his way over to the bar, 
as another ODST came out with a shotgun slung over his shoulder. 

His armor was the base ODST armor, except for a different helmet that 
snipers tended to prefer, even though he was a close combat soldier. 
He also had dark green stripes criss-crossing his armor that formed 
Xs and Dirk could make out the scars and burn marks of a veteran 
soldier. "Thanks, man. I thought I was a goner. Heck, I would have 
been, had you not shown up. Though, you made me miss a chance to go 
down in a blaze of glory." 

"You're welcome," Dirk smiled and shook his head as he depolarized 
his visor but still on edge from the firefight. His adrenaline was 
still pumping as he scanned for another opponent but still lowered 
his DMR to his side. "Where's the rest of your fire team?" 

"I'm not sure, we were-" Suddenly a blue energy dagger was protruding 
from Jason's torso. The Jumper muttered a dry, short 'Ouch, man.' in 
shock before his assailant, a black and red clad special operations 
elite, threw the injured ODST before turning to face the other 
Heckjumper with a ferocious roar. Turning to Fisk, it slittted it's 
eyes and growled. 

The elite made a viscous swipe at Dirk's neck with it's sword but he 
ducked under it and drew his tanto from its sheath. The elite took 
advantage of Fisk's surprise and lack of balance and delivered a kick 
to his chest, sending the ODST sprawling. 

The kick dazed the human and his opponent aimed his next attack at 
the fallen jumper's head. Dirk quickly rolled to avoid the sizzling 
blade and stabbed his knife into the elite's arm. 

Reeling back in back in pain, the Elite roared again but refusing to 
go down that easily. Using the time, the ODST snapped his pistol out, 
emptying the clip into his opponent and managing to deplete his 
shields . 

Reactivating it's energy sword with the tell stale 'shzzt', (in it's 



left hand now, Dirk noted smugly) the Elite charged preparing to 
deliver the final blow to the defenseless ODST. Dirk tossed away his 
spent magnum and took a basic defensive fighting position, determined 
to go down fighting. All his muscles tensed in perpetration as the 
Samghelii struck with its sword, it's deadly course preparing to end 
his life- 

Crack ! 

Right before the Elite reached Dirk, a bullet flew through it's head 
and crumpled. Eisk lowered his fists and turned to face Jason who was 
barely standing, propped up on his weapon, smoking magnum in 
hand . 

"I guess we're even now, huh?" The wounded man said, with a laugh 
that quickly turned into a hacking cough. "He didn't even see it 
coming . " 

"Sit still, I've got some Bio-foam to patch up that wound." Dirk 
quickly grabbed his sole canister of the UNSC's portable miracle 
worker. "I'm assuming that since you haven't died yet, that the sword 
missed anything vital?" 

Another hacking cough laugh from Jason as Dirk applied the Bio-foam 
to the plasma burns. "I'm assuming so," Reyes said with pain creeping 
into his voice. "Though I feel like I just endured my own personnel 
glassing . " 

"You're gonna be fine," Dirk reassured him, acting as a crutch for 
Jason. "But neither of us is going to be okay if we don't find 
someplace to hunker down. An unlucky squad will find us 
otherwise . " 

"Okay, 'cuz I don't think I'll be much good in a fight about now." 
Jason muttered, hobbling alongside, leaning heavily his fellow 
soldier's shoulder. "I know a place 'bout a block away, if I can make 

it . " 

With that and the immediate Covenant threat, the two Heckjumpers set 
off, their pace slow through the deserted city. 

Dirk absently noted the long shadows cast by the falling sun and 
couldn't shake a sense of foreboding. . . 
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><pXem>Author ' s Note<em>; Hey everybody, thanks for reading and as 
always, thanks for all of your support and for reading this. I'm 
sorry for the massive time it took for this update, I've been really 
busy. So I hope you enjoyed this chapter and I'll try to update again 
soon. Until next update, Baldore out. 


End 
f ile . 



